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vexing, as you are sometimes. I would have
liked you to be still more frank; neverthe-
less, it seemed as if your thoughts were all
revealed to me, although your phrases were
more complicated than the Apocalypse. I
wish you had a hundredth part of the pleas-
ure which I feel in seeing you think. There
are two persons in you. The better one is
all heart and all soul. The other is a pretty
statue well polished by fashion, well draped
in silk and cashmere; a charming automaton,
the springs of which are skilfully arranged.
When one imagines that he is talking to
the first he is talking to the statue. Why
should that statue be so pretty ?

LXIIL

Friday night, April &f&

I HAVE had a horrible headache for two
days, and you write me all sorts of wicked
things. The worst is that you have no re-
morse, and I hoped that you would have
some. I am so downhearted that I have
not the strength even to scold you. Whathet" day you would never consent to beways.evident that
